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Il be home for Christmas 


Author's Notes: 
Merry Christmas guys! 


l'Il be Home for Christmas 
Disclaimer: The author does not claim ownership of the people in this story. This is just fiction. 


Note: Hopefully this is what the challenge meant. | think it is.lf not then oh well, it was still fun to write. 


Splat 


Is the sound of a snowball smacking Izzy in the back of the head. The rhythm guitarist gives a look of 
confusion, that is until he hears the giggling coming from behind him. 


"Oh, Izzy, that was so funny!" 


"Shut up, Duff! Its freezin’ out here and you throw snow at me?!" 
The blonde laughs, and he gathers up more snow. 

‘C'mon, let's have a snowball fight!" 

"No, Duff it's too." *Splat¥ Izzy is cut off when another snowball hits him directly in the face. 
Duff doubles over in laughter, clutching his sides. 


"Aaagh! I'll kill you!" An enraged Izzy runs and flings himself on the bassist. The two roll around, wrestling on 
the white ground. 


| am happy just to watch them and not join in. I'm smoking my cigarette, letting the ashes fall on my pants 
before | brush them off. Tomorrow will be Christmas, and | will not be home to enjoy it. | won't get to see 
Mom, Dad, Ash, or any other members of my family. A gig on Christmas Eve? Who the hell would want to go 
to it? But somehow it managed to almost sell out. So, here we are, outside the arena where we will be playing 


just a couple hours from now. Miles and miles away from my family and the comforts of home. 
Merry fuckin’ Christmas indeed. 


| know Izzy, Steven, and Duff were also upset about the whole thing. But right now they are content. Steven is 
off with some girl he found Duff has Izzy pinned and is sitting on his back, stuffing snow down his shirt and 


pants. Izzy's shrieks are a mix of pleasure and discomfort. 


But | know Axl doesn't have a problem with being on the road for Christmas. He has arranged it! I'm missing 


warm food, clean beds and Mom's love for what? So the whiny little brat can make more money. 

A cold wind blows, swirling the new fallen snow and making me shiver. | stick my cigarette in my mouth, reach 
into my pocket to produce my gloves. | hear the snow crunching and | know who it is before he opens his 
mouth. 

"Its Christmas Eve, man. Why are you sitting by your lonesome?" 


"| don't know, Axl. You tell me." 


He squats down beside me, strands of red hair fall into his face. "Look, Slash..! just, | didn't know you'd get so 
mad. It's just Christmas." 


| shake my head. "It's not ‘just Christmas: Its more then that. never." | exhale a cloud of smoke. "Just go 


away." 


He wiggles his nose as snowflakes fall on his face. "Christmas never really meant anything to me. | forgot you 


have family who actually care." 


| don't say anything, | just watch as Duff stops his assault on poor Izzy. The dark haired man's face is covered 


in snow, Duff leans over and licks a big piece off. 

‘Merry Christmas, Izzy!" 

"Gee, thanks, Duff!" 

They giggle as Duff finally gets off Izzy. They huddle close to each other, whispering in each other's ear. 


| hear a sigh from Axl. | turn around to face him, his cheeks are rosy red from the cold and his eyes are 


watering. 
‘lm sorry you have to be stuck with me on Christmas." 
"| never said that. | just wish | was at home, that's all." 


"No, you said that you were stuck with me, remember? When | first told you the news you said, ‘Great, now | 


have to be stuck on a tour bus with you for the holidays: I'm not that horrible, am |?" 
| bite my lip. "Axl, | didn't mean it like that. You know how | feel about you." 


His eyes water more and | get the feeling its not just from the cold "Then how come you don't want to spend 


Christmas with me?" 

"| do.. | just." 

My gloved hands find his inside his jacket. | scoot in closer to him. "When | mean family, | mean you too." 
"The fuck you do." 


"No, really. Sure, I'm gonna miss my Mom's cooking and presents but who is suppose to keep me warm through 


the cold winter rights?" He shivers so | pull him against me. "I wasn't thinking that's all, been on tour too long." 
"We all have, Slash." 


We sit in silence. Duff and Izzy have now given up on the snowball fight and are making a snowman. Or at least 


what sort of resembles a snowman, basically three blobs on top of each other. 


"So you do want to spend Christmas with me?" 


"Yes, Axl. | do." 

"Good, cause | got you a present. You just can't open it till tomorrow. Do you have a present for me, yet?" 
| laugh at that. Selfish to the end, that's my Axl. "Well, my present you can't exactly open" 

He grins at me and snuggles up closer. "I can't wait! But Slash do me favor? Close your eyes for a second" 
| shut my eyes and | hear him rustling in his pocket: 

"Ok, Slash open them and look up." 

| open them and see the green leaves he is holding over me. 

Mistletoe. 

| pull him in for a deep kiss. 


Hey, maybe I'll have a merry Christmas after all. 


